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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

;..ﬁ_w:n.l.uus W. T WILLIAMS

W ILLIANS & BROTHER,
Attorneys - at - Law.

WOODSTOCK, VA
Practioe in the Coartsof shenandoab,
Ro~kingham, Page, Frederick and War-
ren conties, also in the Conrt of Appeals
of Virginia and i the United siates Dis-

triot Conrt. . :
F special atteution given to I!\e'_nu.-
eation of claims, May 15, S84t
e
W.oR. ALEXANDER, M. B WUSDER,
Wwinchester, Va. Woodstock, Va.

ALEX.-‘LSI)I-ZR & WUNDER,

Attorneys-at-Law,
WO ODSTOUK, VIRGINIA.
Q rark House yard.)
7 P oupt atteation to sll legal basi
itad,
Mr. Alexander will attend regolecly all
i e connty and gircoil courts ot Shevan

domb connty
foh, 28 "04—tl

M L WALTON. K.
“" ALTON & WALTOXN.

Attorneys-at-Law,
WOODSsTOCK, VA.

Peactice In all the Conrts of Shenan
doah and adjoining counties, 10 1he So-
apsme Vonrt of Appeals, aud in the Cir
ait awl Ihstitor Conrts of the Uunited
~iatos.

special attent jor togollection of claimss
Oct. 20,1

¥, 4 TAVEXNER.

J. M, BAUSEIRMAN

©
The Cheapest
E'umltumpes

AND e,

Garpet House
on Earth.

It is so Writen

And undeniably truo that our sggregation of

Carpots and Floor Novelties Is the fineat eve
collected.
prices eoupled with the rare beauty
ROOGA, JuAse our extablishment the headquar
ters for thrifty buyers. We are now offeric
the regular T5¢. quality of Tmported All-Wou
en lugrain Carpet, for, per yard,

The piensing smallness of o
of o

47c.

Our THusteated Catalogue of Furniture,
Carpets. Draperies, Stoves, oto, i8 yours
for the asking. You are payiog local dealers
8t least one-third more than our prices
postal brings our money-saver to you, free
of all charges.

“.—\\'I-I.\".\'i':li & BAUSERMAN,
ttorneys-at-Law.
WOODSTOCK, VA,
July ¥1-1y.
Yo lME= CONRAT T i"- W-. ;l \:'-F:'I-;I.

WS RAD & MAGRUDER,
=,

Attorneys - at - Law.
wWOODSTOCK, VA,
Nov, 2%, "W 11

1, O O'FLATERTY.

( )'FL\H ERTY & FULTOX,

ATTORNEYS-AT -LAW.
FRONT ROYAL, VA

M. J. FULTON.

Practics in all tle Conrts and can moet
clienta for consnitution ab Woamdstork
on Coutrt day or al any time puriies iR}
wisl,

lurerescrs: Front Royal Natious
Bank, Bauk of Warton.

Jou, A=1y.

i)_n T. L. ROBERTSON,
Physician & Surgeon,
graduate of the University N, T

Eighteen years eXpurience, offers bis
rolsssiousl services 1o Lhe cilizeus O
&'wuhtml\‘. and surconuding conniry.
A!l ealls aoswered prompiiy, day o

night.
- 7 Residence, and Oftics 'n Hans

bailding Main Strest, 1 door North of
Dr. Carters
nov, 15—

DIL J. B. RLUSH,
Dentist.

WOODSTOUK, VA
Established in 1559, Office near Cour!
House. Terms Cash. May 2-1v.

D& ¥ LOCRE,
Resgident Dentist,

Office, Main 5t., WOODSTOCK, Va.
¥ Chloroform, sther and coonine nsed

or painless extraction of teoth.
e Dec. 26 1¥.

o P. HISEY,
DRUGGIST and CHEMIST,
EDINBURG, - \’{RI-INIA.

DROGS &ud MEDIGINES,

Pare Chemioals, Toilet Articles and

Faacy Goods, Tobaceo, Cigars, Spuofl
Candy, &c. Also Lawmps and Lamp
Goods*

Booka sod Supplies, Glass, Var
pish, Wali Paper. Full line of ull kinds
of Dils. Agent for L. & M. Pure Painta

Prescriptions a specialty, night or
hcv.r March 12, "806-tf.

Shenandoah House,

WOODSTOUK. VA,

Ewe

School

‘W. L LAUGHLIN, - Propr
The best of aceommodation forninhed

[he patramage of the publio solloited.
Veb ¢

WELL BORIN.

Tam prepmed to bore wells, After
Len years e1p 1 can g my

work.
Pricea to suit the times. Wiits te me

OF (erine.
1. B, BARRIS,
20 fimo Woodstosk, Va.

.

A Housebold Neoessily

Is economy Floor Bin. It ts sub-

Julius Hines & Son,

401, 403, 405 N. GAY 8T\,

Cor, Exeter Ntreet,

BALTIMORE, MD.
L]

_—

HUMPHREYS’

SPECIFICS are scientifically
prepared Remedies; have
been used for half a century

with entire success.
(e EFECIFIC PO
1-Ferers, Congestion, Iaflammations.
2-Worms, Worm Fevor, Worm Ualle,..
S-Teeothing, Uolle, Urying. Wakelalooss
d=Diarrhen, of Uhildren or Adults. ...
T—Upughs, Colds, Bronchitls..
#-Neuralgin, Toothache, Faceachs.. ...
9 Jleadaches, Sick Teadachn, Vertigo,
10- Dy sprpsin, Hijcusmess, Uonstipation
11—muppressed or Painful Perlods....
12-W hiltes, Too Profuse Pertods. .
13- Croup, Laryngiiis, Hoarsiness ...
14-5ait Bheum, Erraipelas, Eruptions.
13-Ihenmatism, or Rhvomatio Patua..
16-Malaria, Chills Fever and Agoe.....
18-t atarrh, Induenes, Cold in the Head
20-Whuoplng Congh,...
27-Riduey Disenses,
2u—Nervoon Debidllty
So-Urinary Weakoew o
A4-sure Throat, Julnsy, Diphtheris....

“77” GRIP.

verald sa rersipl of pries,
prend 24, §1. 4ine ooly.
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POLLY'S MISTAKE.

iNow, which one? asked ‘Polly,
and he stond on tiptoe that she
might determine the polot,

Sie was 8 plump Polly,

She was & abort Polly and the
mantel-plece was & high one, so
that thers was no otherthing tode
+han to stand on tiptoe while abe
gazed at two taces and wondered,
“Which one?’

ey were not lemals faces, bul
Polly, \hengh joang, was old
enough to take a very positive in-
terest in mascaline taces. She had
alrealy decided which one she
wonld like to marry, and, would
she baye Dbeen surprised 1f some
day, out of that surface et paper
on the the mantel-prece, had
broken a volee, ‘Polly, my dear, a8
I love you, will you marry me?

But e had maintamed a grave
g'lence because only a pictare, for
which reason noboay counld claim

aprech for & man, Yes, dumb,
dumb, and that gave Polly’s warm
aftection & elnil, Then he was her
ifirst consin Joe,! and a kind of
brother, was he not! That gave
the murrying fever s sull colder
chill, This eyes were as expressye
as Poll's, and that is saylog a
good deal. Her eyes were black,
goft and loving, Any one that had
eyes as hindsowe as Polly Ricker's,
owned an exeellent piece of prop
erty. His leetures were very reg-
ular. The lines of W meuth
ghewed NHrmuens, yet tendernesa,
and Polly, first looking round te

had kissed the pietare the very
day of our story. Aunt Nabby

donghuouts becsuse Polly lked

aff. otion fer bim.

much about the history of beiogs

eredit for _unusual discretion of

see il Aunt Nabby were ‘peekin’,

was not given, though, to ‘peekin’
Tiwt very mowent she was [rying

them. The other piatose 'on the
mantel-piece was that of an honeat,
reliable sonl; but Pohy had no
Bhe was a visi-
tor under the roof, and in the two
weeks that ber yisit bad stratched
soross, she had not learned very

whose only presence was that of
pietores.  Had not Aant Nabby
| g1id that this plain sensible lace

.mmmuam only;

bat 1 had rather marry & havd-
some saflor than a bomely, stifl
eaptain,’ was Polly’s opiuion.

She sighed.

she wus thinking that the hand.
gome sailor was only Cousin Joe
She hesitated a moment, kissed
the photegiaph agmin aod then
went downstairs to look out ofa
window fronting the sea and to
pity sailors.

Everybody in the neighborhood
had something to do with the sea,
which wason!y a bit of & way off
and kept pounding might snd  duy
on the rocks making all the fuss
it conld to attract as much atten-
tion us possible. To keep this uu-
roly sea in any kind of sabjection
every one must do somethlug,
[Uncle Ronald Ricker was the
keeper of the yellow lifesaving
atation on the rim of the gray
sandw.

Uncle Ronald was a big, burly,
good-natured Kkind of a fellow,
Aunt Naliby was a shm, slender
woman, whoee thoughts were
quick-movivg, darting oot hke
swallows’ wing, aud here eye
spariled liken ran of brook water
the day the spring has Lfied the
1l of ice covering it.

Baid Uwcle Kopald to Anuwt
Nabby {o the hearing of Polly at
the window:

i'd like to have yon, Nabby,
elean np st the st tion, 1f you will,
sweep rouud und soon. Nothw!'
doin’ there in summer, Bbat 1 waol
to keap thiugs sort er slicked up,
and I'll low you pay forit. ['ve
got to ba off to my tater pateh
tolher side of the back pasture”’
1 will, Ronald.*

Ronald Ricker left the room.
«Polly, soon as | hiave fnished
these ere donghnuts—then—come
ou!' eried Aunt Nabby, *Wa will
run that hte-savin® station this
forenoon, They shall have a female
erew today. You get the brooms
veady. It 18 a worn-oat thing dowy
at the stanion, Welll be ively and
that soon.’

A smart bot sprightly broom-bri
gnde soon chigrged on the station
and capiured 1t withont difficulty.
Windows were thrown uap, (he
brooms set to whisking, and the
durt routed.

The uviag room below, the men’s
headgoarters by duy, speedily was=
swept. The boat-rovm with [its
| appasratus of sorf-boat and breech
as-buoy, life-car and Lyle gon,
rockets and sigoals,  raceived
prompt attentlon, and this feor

alno was thoroughly swept. Aunt
Nabby remained to do msome
‘cleamn’ out’ bebind the door

whers one of the other hut less
particnlar crew had left a beap ol
dirt. Polly singing away, went
upstairs bopping like a robin trom
step to step, landing on the thresh
old of the masculine crew's quar
ters by mght.

The bed look all right, &aid
Polly, eying #ix iron beds, neatly
covered with bedding and setin
two prim rews along the northein
and soutnern walls of the room.
‘Yes, they look all right, but I
koow those men didu't sweep un-
der the beds, N-o, befors I sweep
I'll take a look off from the look-
ount on the roof.

This was a platform on the roof,
railed about, and suopporting a
flig-statl. Hers on clear days a
wateh was kept by the surtmen. If
pead he, a aignal could be rao up
tu the top of the stalt, anl any
needy craft on the water promptly
instrueted,

‘juenn WOmMEN's FYUS CAD BRE AN
quick a8 mew’s murmored Polly,
sund we will have it so today.

Oun her way up & short fhight o
sieps to the lookout she halted
i lttle recess aud examined the
box of signals kept there. Since
her arrival she bad been very wuch
jutereated in the signal depart
ment, and, instructed by Uucle
Konald, telt that she could now
hiandle those signals as readily as
the keeper himself.

iPow't I wish that Qousin Joe,
whom [ never saw only in his pic
ture, were off on the water and
needed some signaling from the
sborel’

1f sbe had allowed the prompt-
ings of her heart and the wignal
voosbnlary permitted, she would
haye at onoe signaled, ‘I love thee,
Joseph.! DBat he was jost Couslu
Joe, and repressing any demon-
strations of speclal interast, ahe
lifted the scuttle in the roof, chresw
it back, elimbed upon the platform,
and looked off.

Her heart started np and began
to beat likes threshec’s flail, for
fhere wan a schooner fising a sig-
nal. Ste knew what it meaat.
Was 1t 'Consin Jos off there!
‘Whoeyer It was, a sigoal of ‘dis-

tress’ wa+ fluttericg above Lhe
vessel, Shonld Polly ron down to
get Uncle Ronald! When in som-
mer, during the season of closed
dnors and vacaut rooms st the
station, any disastor might hippen
on the water,the proper procedure
was to ran for the keeper and
notlfy him. At the head ot »s
many of theold crex as he ocould
gather from cornfields snd fish-
houses the keeper hurried to the
atation, operating as might be ad-
visable, Uncle Ronald, though,
was off on a ‘tater-patch,’ a mile
away. lo the wean time the whole
Umted States navy, ducking their
neads one wfter the other, conld
sk off this yery station.

Wasy'l a female crew ronning
this station today? auii]uqulwd'
Polly, ‘I'll anawer that sigaoal my-
self’

The schooner was Ho near the
shore that it ber sails had been
set the appropriste signal would
bave been the JD of the interust.
jonal eode of signals, ‘Yoa are
standing 10 to deuger’ but this
vessel had propped her eanvas, as
if meaning to halt anywav, amil
then she had a suspicions look, as
if sluking.

% ler them know they are reo.
ogtized, and that they may expe:t
help,! thought Polly, working
awiitly.

Tarning away from the siaff, ot
showe  head now  farrersd 1
signnl like & tongue of clierrivg
speech, Polly ran dowa the short
stafrwuy Into the crew’s uight-
quariers, than down  the stairs,
dropping to the Kitchen, aud ertwl
In jerks:

{On—ob!
gers?

YWhat!'

‘Quick!

She was now darting throngzh
the onter dovr.

‘iit your ancie, Volly!
Too—too—far ol Cowel'

And Nabby sprang after Polly.
‘Let's—take—uncle’s—boat,Aant
Nabby !

We go ol

iYus—yes! You can row; so can

Anntie—quick! Dan.

1
sGiood for ye!' eried Anut Nabby
‘1 am with ye.!

They rushnnele’s boat down to
the firm, shelving sands, They
pulled it through the low.rooning

gurf, and =moon alongmde the
sehiooner in distress,
Waick—quickl' said & satlor,

bringing & bex to the vessol's rail
‘We ran ou the rock 1o the vight,
lost our boat thongh we got of
the rock, started @ leak, and have
been settin’ ever since—there, 1"
go back with ye, Toen 1l pull
oft and get another load. Cap'n i»
in the cabin getting things up.
You are good to come off —women
too. Ready? Hom—now? All
together. Pall?

Tie boat was rowed ashore, the
box, precious with papers aod
money, carried up the sands, and
then the sailor said:

‘Lemme go back alone. 1 will
make mote room for the next load,
with cap'u or any one Lhat oomes,

‘I won't marry that ‘captain,
ranmng on a rock, thought Polly.
‘He muost be snpid and homely.
(3ive me & handsome sallor.”

She thought of Usosin Joe and
the homely captain perchod 10
atate on the mantel-piece at the
house.

As if looking behind and dis-
covered her thoughts the sallor
remarked;

‘It wasn’t the fanlt of onr cap'n
that we wers on that rock, or nary-
body's, Tings will bappen, yoao
kuoow.'

¢f wouldn't marry him any way/’
silently resolved Polly.

As the bost was rastliog throngh
the surf, Annt Nabby said:

‘Now. Polly, we are the crew Lo
day you know, and must do jest as
acrew does to the stipwrecked.
I'll start a fire in the Kitchen stove
in the station, T saw some cofles
and sugar there in the pantry, snd
'l git some milk and cake and
biskit. We'll fix ’em. You watoh
by the stuff, as it comes. Rsst of
the crew agoin’ to the station.’
Load after load was safely brought |
from the schooner, which all
this time was setthing, With the
last boat load eams the captasin.
Polly started wnen she saw him
step on the sanas, Why bado't
#he seen 1t while he was in the
boat nearing the land? If Coasln
Joe's pictare had loft the mantel-
piece, and, tarning ap, had stepp-
ed out of the boat she could not
haye besn more surptisea This
was Ooosin Joe Mmmselt. She
sprang forward.

‘Why, Cousin Joe, is it you?
sbe cried, fyiog ap to him, reach-

ing her arms aboot him.

s]—1—I~ stammered the yousg
man, blashing, throagh not dis-
pleased. ‘I—I—thaok you with
my whole heart for helping us s>
nobly, butI am not your Cousin
Joe, sorey to say!

Not Pully's Oousin Joel

*Why, why! she murmuored, 1o
confusien, starting back,

Another voice; thongh was
speaking—somebody from  the
station—and laughing heartily.
iDick Warner, 1 do ueclara=ts,
hol Glad to ses vei hum! Poily.
Polly, dear, coms hers. This in
Dick Warner,”

‘[ thought it was Consin Jos—
yhat pleturs on the mantel piece,
gl Polly blushiog and hauging
low bLer bead.

No, uo, scresmed Annt Navby,
«You made & mistake, Cousin Joe
is Uother pictare—ha, ha, He'll ve
hom soon?

Yes, the real Cousin Joe came
coms home soon, and jast 10 time
to hearof the engagement balween
A certwin young lemule snriman
and Captain Riovard  Warnei—
Naw York Ledger.

HIS UNIQUE SERMON.

REV. DR. TALMAGE PREACHES ON
DIVINE CHIROGRAPHY,

Charaeter In Handwriting — A Letter From
Home—Names Written In the Book of
Eternal Life—Ink Made From the Cal-
vary Sacrifice.

WastiNGtos, Oct. 4.—We send oni
this, one of the most unique sermons
Dr, Tulmage ever preached. It is ne
novel as wide sweeping and practical
His subjoct is *‘Divine Chirography,”
the text being Luke x, 20, ‘‘Rejoicn
hecguse your pames are writtén in
heaven, "'

Chirography, or the art of handwrit-
{ng, like the science of ncoustics, is in
very unsatisfactory state. While con-
structing a church, and told by some
architects that the voice would not be
heard in a building shaped like that
proposed, 1 eame in mnch anxiety to
this eity and consulted with Professor
Joseph Henry of the Smithsonian insti-
tation shont the law of ncoustics. He
said: "'Go ahend and build your chureh
in the shape proposed, and 1 think it
will be all right. [ have stodied the
laws of sound perhaps more than any
man of my time, and [ have come s0 far
a5 this: Two anditorinms may seem to
be exuctly alike and in one the peonstics
may be good and in the other bad."

In the snme unsatisfactory stage in
chirography, although many declare
they have redoced it ton=cience, There
aro those who say they can read charac:
ter by handwriting. It is gaid that the
way one writes the letter 1" decides
his egotism or modesty, and the way
one writes the letter Q" decides the
height and depth of bis emotions. It ie
declared a cramped hand means o
cramped nature, and an ensy, flowing
hand a facile and liberal spirit. Bot if
there be anything in this scicnce, there
must be some rules not  yet aunounced,
for some of the boldest and most ng-
grossive men have o delicate and smanll
penmanship, while some of the most
timid sign their names with the height
and width and scope of the name of
John Hancock on the immaortal docu-
ment. Some of the cleanest in persou
and thought present their blotted and
spattered page, and some of the rongh-
est put before ns an immaculste chirog-
raphy. Not our character, but the copy
plate set before s in onr schoolboy day
decides the general style of our hand-
writing. S0 also there is a fashion in
penmauship, and for one decads the Jet-
ters nro exaggorsted and in the next
minified, now erect and now aslant,
now heavy and now fine. An autograph
album is always s surprise, and you
find the penmanship contradicts the
character of the writere But while the
chirography of the carth is uncertain,
our blessed Lord in our text preseuts
the chirography celestial. When ad-
dressing the 70 disciples standing before
him, he said, ‘'Rejoice beesuse your
names are written in heaven."’

The Book of Life.

Of course the Bible, for the most
part, when spenking of the heavenly
world, speaks figuratively while talk-
ing about book, and about trumpets, and
about winge, and about gates, and
about golden pavements, and about
orchards with 13 erops of fruit—one
crop each month—and about the white
harses of heaven's cavalry. But we do
wall to follow out these inspired metn-
phors and reap from them courage and
subli pectation and lation and
victory. Wearo told that in tho heaven-
ly library there is & book of life. Per-
haps there are many volumes in it
When we say & book, we mean all writ-
ten by the author on thal subject. 1
cannot tell how large those heavenly
volumes aro, nor the splendor of their
binding, nor the number of their pages,
nar whether they are pictorinlized with
somo exoiting scencs of this world. 1
only know that the worda have not been

by type, but written out by

siderntencss of parents, have & name
that is unoouth, or that was afterward

by one after whom wa were
od, I do ot know that the 70 en-
trances of the names of the 70 disciples
m-pudwilhtbumdinnum
logical table. It may not be the name
hyvhhhwmnlldw earth, bot

g

'ing as high as she could and throw- o

Christ's, and that the lotfir were wHf
ten with a trembling hand—not trem-
bling with old age, for ke had only
pnased three decades when he expired.
It wns goon after the thirticth anniver-
snry of his hirthday. Look over all the
business secounts you kept or the letters
you wrote at 10 yenrs of age, nnd if you
were ordinarily strong and well then
there was o tremor in tho chirography.
Why the tremor in the hand that wrote
your name in heaven? Oh, it was »
compression of more troubles than ever
smote uny ono elso, and all of them
tronbles assnmed for others. Christ was
prematurely old.  He had been exposed
to all the weathersol Palestine. He hwl
slept ont of doors—now in the night dew,
and now in the tempest. He had been
sonked in the surf of Lake Galilee. Pil-
lows for others, but he had not where
to Iny bis head. Hungry, be could not
even get o fig on which to breakfust—or
have you missed the pathos of that
verse, “In the morning, a9 he returued
anto the city, he hungered, and when
he saw o fig tree in the way be came to
it and found nothiug thereon?’  Oh, he

was a hnngry Christ. And nothing makes
the hand tremble worse than hunger,
for it pulls upon the stomnch, and the
stomach pulls npon the brain, and the
brain pulls upon the nerves, and the
agitated nerves make the hand quake.
Ou the top of all this exasperation eamo
abuse, What sober man ever wanted to
be ealled a dronkard? Baot Christ was
called one. What respecter of the Lord's
day wants to be called n Sahhath breaker?
But he wasealled one, What man care-
ful of the company he keeps wants to
be onlled the associnte of profligntes?
But he was so called.  What loyal mau
wanta to be charged with treason? Buot
he was charged with it. What man of
devout speech wants to ba called o blas-
phemer? But he waa so termed.  What
man of felf respeet wants to be struck
in the mouth? But that is where they
strock him.  Or to be the victim of the
vilest expectoration? But under thar he
stooped. Oh, he was n worn ont Christ!
That is the reasou he died so soon upan
tho cross.

Many victims of ernoifixion lived day
after day upon the cross, but Christ was
in the courtroom at 12 o'clock of toow,
and he had expired at 8 o'clock in the
afternoon of the same day. Subtracting
from the three hours between 12 and 3
o'clock the time taken to travel from
the ecourtroom to the place of execution
and the time that most have been taken
in getting ready for the trageds, there
pouldl not have been much mo than
two hours loft. Why did Christ live
only two honrs upon the eross, whin
othors had lived 48 hours?  Ah, he was
worn out before he got there! And yon
wonder, oh, child of God, that, looking
intn the volumes of henven for yoar
name, you find it was written with o
trembling penmanship—trembling with
gvery Jetter of your nawe, if it be your
earthly name, or trembling with every
lettor of your heavenly name, if that Lo
different and more euphonions  That
will not bo the first time you saw the
mark of a guivering pen, for did yoo
pot, oh, man, yenrs ngo sée your hamo
a0 written on the back of & letter, and
you opened i1, saxing, **Why, here is a
letter from mother,'” or “Here 18 a let-
ter from father,’’ and after you oponed
it you found ull the words becanse of
old age wore tenced irregularly and no-
cortain, #o that you could hardly mad
it at nll? Buot after much study you
made it ont—a letter from bome tell-
ing you how much theymissed you, and
how much they prayed for you, aud how
much they wanted to see you, and if i
might not be on earth that so it might
bo in the world where thero are no part
ings, Yes, your name is written in
heaven, if written atall, with trew-
bling chirography.

Bome Antographs.

Again, in examination of your name
in the heavenly archives, if you find it
thers at all, you will find it written
with s bold band. You have seen many
a signaturm that because of eickness or
old age had a tremor in it, yet it was as
bold as the man who wrote it. Many an
order written on the battlefield and
amid the thunder of the cannonade has
had evidence of excitement in every
word and every letter, and in the spead
with which it was folded and handed to
the officer aa he put his foot in the
swift stirrops, and yet that commander,
notwithstanding his trembling hand,
gives o boldoess of order that whows it
solf in every word written, Yon do not
noed to be told that o trembling hand
does not always mean n cownrdly hand.
It was with a very trembling hand
Charles Carroll of Carrollton signed his
name to the Declaration of American
Independence, but no signer had more
cournge. And when some one sald,
““Phere are many Charles Carrolls, and
it will not be known which one it is,"'
ho resumed the pen and wrote Charles
Oarroll of Carroliton.  Trembling band
no sign of timidity! The daring and de-
fisnoe seen in the way your name s
written in heaven are n challenge to all
earth and hell to come on if they can to
defeat your ransomed soul.

The way your name is written there
i a8 muoch a8 to say : *'T have redeemed
him. T died for him. I am going to
erown and enthrone him, Nothing shall
ever happen down in that world where
he now lives to defeat my determination
to keep him, to shelter him, to save
him. By my Almighty grace [am going
to fetch him here. He may slip and
alide, but he has got to como here. By
my omnipotent sword, by the combined
strength of all heaven's principalities
and powers and dominions, by the 20,-
000 chariots of the Lord Almighty, 1
am going to see him through.'" Bold
handwriting! It is the boldest thing
ever written to write my name there
and your pame there. Ho knows our
weaknesses and bad propeusities better
than we know them onrselves. He
knows all the Apollyonic hosts ‘that are
sworn to down us if they can. He
knows all the temptations that will as-
sail us botween now and the mement of
our Jast pulsation of the heart, and yet
he dares to write our name there. Bold-
pess!  Nothing at Sarngossa or Chalons
or Marathen or Thermopyim to equal
ft. Nothing in the sack of gun powder
whicls one English soldier earriod under
the blazing artillery of ihe Mohmmmo-
dans and blew up the gato of Delbl. Can
you not see the boldness in the peaman-
ship that han alrendy written oor names
Apostle Poter, what do you think
And he answers, ' Kept by the
power of God throngh faith unto com-
plete malvation.”' Oh, blessed Christ,
what dost thou mean by it? And he an-

Eterual Volumes.

Again, if, according to the promise
of the text, you are permitted to look
into the volumes of eternity and shall
seo your name there, you will find it
written in Jines, in words, in Jetters
unmistakable, Somo peaple have eome
to consider indistinet snd almost un-
readable penmanship s mark of genios,
aud so0 they affect it Beoauss every
puragraph that Thomas Chalmers snd
Dean Stanley and Lord Byron and Ru-
fus Uhoate nnd other potent men wrote

was o puzzle, imitators make their pan-
manship a puzzle. Alexandre Dumas
saya that plain penmanship is the brevet
of iocapacity. Then there are some
who, throngh too mueh demand upon
their energies nnd through lack of time,
loge the oapucity of making the pen in-
telligible, nnd much of the writing of
this world is indecipherable, We have
eoen piles of inexplicable chivogeaphy,
anil we onreclyes have helped angmont
the mognitode, We have not been sure
of the name signed, or the sentiment
exprissed, or whether the reply was uf-
firmative or negative, Throogh indis-
tinet penmanghip last wills and testa-
mints have besn defosted, widows and
orphand robbed of their inheritance,
ruilrond truins brought into collision
through the dim words of w telegram
put into the hand of o conductor, and
regiments in this wiss, mistaking their
instructiong, have been sscrificed in
battle

1 nsked Bishop Cowie, in Auckland,
New Zealand, the bishop haviug boen
in many of the wars, what Tennyson, in
his immortal poem, ‘*The Charge of the
Light Brigade," meant by the words,
“Soms one had blandered, '’ and the
bishep said that the awful carnage at
Balakinva was the rosnlt of an indis-
tinetly written and wrongly rend mili-
tary order, ‘‘Somo one had blundered. "
But yoor name, once written in the
Lamb's bock of life, will be so anmis-
takablo that all heaven can rend it at
the firat glance. Tt will not be taken
for the name of some other, so that io
regard to it there shall come to be dis-
putation, Not ane of the millions and
billions and quadrillions of the finally
saved will douht that it mesns you and
only you. Oh, the glorions, the mptor-
ous eertitude of that entrance on the
heavenly rall. Not saved in a promiscn-
ous way. Not put into a glorified mob,
No, no! Though you came up the worst
sinner that was ever saved, and some-
body who knew you in this world at one
time ns absolutely abandoned and digso-
lute should say, **I never heard of yoar
conversion, and [ do not believe you
have n right ta be here," you eould just
Iangh a laugh of triumph, and turning
over the lenyes containing the names of
the redecmed, say: “Read it for yoor-
solf. That is my name, written out in
full, and do youo not recognize the hand-
writing? No yoanyg seribe of heaven en-
tered that, No anonymons writer pat it
there. Do you not sce the tremor in the
lines? Do yon not also see the boldness
of the letters? Is it not as plain as yon-
der threne, ns plain ns yonder gate? Iy
pot the nmme unmistakabie aud the
nandwriting nnmistakable? The cruci-
fied Lord wrote it there the day I re-
pentod and turned.  Hear it!  Hear it!
My nama is written thera! There!"

Plainly Written,

I have sometimes been tempted to
think that there will be so many of us
in heaven that we will be lest in the
crowd. No. Each one of o8 will be s
distinetly picked cut and recognized as
was Abel when ho entered from earth,
the yery first sinner savad, and at the
head of that long procession of sinners
gaved in all the centuries. My dear
hearers, if wo once get there I do not
waut it left uncertain as to whether we
are to stay there. After you and I get
fuirly settled there in our heavenly
home we do not want our title proved
defective. We do not want to be ejoeted
from the heavenly premises, Wae do not
want some one to say: “*This is not
your room in the honse of wany man-
sions, and you have on an attire that
you ought not to have taken from the
heavenly wardrobe, and that is not
really your name on the hooks. If you
had more earvfully exnmined the writ-
fng in the register at the gute, you
wonld have foand thnt the name Was
pot yours ut all, butmoe, Now, move
out, while I move in' Oh, what
wretehednoss after once worshiping it
heavenly temples to be eompells d t
turn your back on the music, and after
having joiued the society of the blesad
to be foreed to quit it forever, aud after
having elpsped our long lost kindred in
heavenly embrace to have another sopa
ration! What an agony would thore be
in such a goudby to heaven! Glory be
to God on high that our pames will be
#0 plainly written in those volumes that
neither saint nor cherub nor seraph nor
archangel shall doubt it for one moment
for 500 eternities, if there were room
for 8o many. The oldest inhabitant of
heaven con read it, and the child that
Jeft ita mother's lap Inst night for heaven
can read it You will not just look at
your namo aud closs the book, bat you
Wwill stand and soliloquize and say: *'Is
it not wonderful that my name is there
at 01} How much it cost my Lord to
get it thern! Unworthy am I to have it
in the same book with the sons and
danghters of martyrdom and with the
cholee spirits of all time. But thero it
is, and =0 plain the word and so plain
all the Jotrers!"

And yon will turn forward and back-
ward the leaves and see other names
thers, perhaps your father’s name, and
your mother's nume, and your brother's
name, and your sister’s name, and your
wife's name, and apostolic names, and
gay: 1 am not surprised that those
names are here recorded. They were
better than I ever wae But astonish-
ment overwhelming, that my name is in
this book!” And torning back to the
pnge on which is inscribed your name,
you will stand and Jook at it until, sce-
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perhaps guess wrongly. Old Time is
represented as carrying a scythe, with
which he cuts down the generations,
but he carries also chemicals with
which he eats out whole paragraphs
from importaut documents. We talk
about Indelible ink, but thers is no
such thing as indelible ink. It is only
question of time, the complets oblitera-
tion of all earthly signatures and en-
grossments, But your name put in tho
heavenly record, all the millenioms of
heaven cannot dim it. After you have
been 8o long in glory that, did you not

imperishable memory, you
woald have forgotten the day of your
antrance, your name on that page will
glow as vividly as on the instant it was
traced there by the finger of the Great
Ataner.

There will be new generations coming
into heaven, and o thousand years from
pow, from this or from other planet,
souls may enter the many mansioned
residence, and, though your name were
ouce plainly on the books, suppose it
should fade out? How could you prove
to the newcomers that it had ever been
written there at all? Indelible! Inoapa-
ble of being canceled! Eternity as belp-
less s time in any attempt at erasore!
What a re-enforcing, uplifting thoug! t!
Other records in heaven may give cut
and will give ont. There are records
there in which the recording nanpel
writes down our sins, but it 15 a book
full of blota, =0 that much of the vrit-
ing there cannot be read or even guessed
st The recording angel did the writ-
ing, but our Saviour put in the blats,
for did he not promise, *'I will blot out
their transgressions!’” And if some Gus
in heaven should remember some of our
earthly iniquities and ask God about
them the Lord would say: “‘Ob, 1 for-
got them! I completely forgnt those
sing, for 1 promised, 'Their sins aurl
their jniguities will I remember uo
more." "' In the fires that burn up our
world all the safety deposits, and all
the title deeds, and all the bhalls of ree-
ord, and all the libraries will disappear,
worse that when the 200,000 volumes
and the 700,000 manuvseripts of the
Alexandrian library went down ander
the torch of Omar, and not s leaf or
word will eacape the flame in that last
canflagration, which [ think will ba
witnessed by other planets, whose in-
habitants will exclaim: *‘Look! Thers
is & world on fire." But there will be
only one conflagration in heaveu, and
that will not destroy, but irradiate, [
mesn the conflagration of splendors that
blnze on the towers and domes, and
temples snd thrones, and rubled and
dinmonded walls in the light of the sun
that never sets. [ndelible!

More Light.

There is not on earth an sutograph
Jotter or signature of Christ. The ouly
time he wrote out a word on earth,
thoogh he knew so well how to write,
ho wrote with reference to having It
soon ghufled oat by buman foot, the
time that he stooped down and with his
finger wrote on the ground the hypoerisy
of the Pharisees. Bat when he writea
your name in the heavenly archives, as
1 believe he has or hope he may, it 15 to
stay there from age to age, from eyrle
to eycle, from eon to eon. And 0 for
all you Christian people I do what John
G. Whittier, the dyiog poet, said he
wanted done in his home, Lovely man
he was! I sat with him in s baymow a
whole summer afternoon and heard him
tell the story of his life, He had for
many years heen troubled with insomnia
and wns a very poor sleeper, and he al-
ways had the window cortain of bis
room up 0 as to see the first intimation
of sunrise. When he was breathing his
last, in the morning hour, in his home
in the Massachosetts village, the nurse
thought that the light of rising sun was
too strang for him and =0 pulled the
window cartain down. The last thing
the great Quaker poet did was 1o wave
his hand to have the curtain up. He
wanted todepart in the full gush of the
morning. And I thought it might (]
helpful and inspiring to all Christian
souls to have moro light about the fu-
tare, and #o I pull up the curtain in the
glorions sunrise of my text and say,
*‘Rejoicn that- your names are written
in hesven,'* Bring on your doxvlogies!
Wave your palms! Shout your victories!
Pull upall the curtains of bright expec-
tations! Yea, hoist the window itself,
and let the perfume of the ““morning
glories’ of the king's garden come in
and the music of harps all a-tremble
with symphonies, and the sound of the
surf of seas dasbing to the foot of the
throne of God and the Lamb.

In Red Ink.

But there is only one word on all this
subject of divine chirography in heaven
that confuses me, and that is the small
adverb which St John ndds when he

text in Revelation and speaks
of some *‘whose names are not written
in the book of life of the Lamb slain. "
Oh, that awful adverb “not!"” By full
submission to Christ the Lord have the
way all cleared between you and the
sublime of your name ihis
moment. Why not look up and see that
they are all ready to put yoor name
among the blissful immortals? Thore is
the mighty volume. It is wide open.
There is the pen. It is from the wing of
the **angel of the new covenant. '’ Thern
is the ink. It is red ink from Calvarcan
sacrifice. And there is the divine Scribe
—tha glorious Lord who wrote your fa-
ther's name thore, and your mother's
name thers, and your child's name
there, and who is ready to write your
pame there. Will you consent that he
do it? Before I say “*Amen’ to this
service ask him to do it I wait & mo-
ment for the tremendous action of your
will, for it is only an sction of your
will. Here some one says, *‘Lord Jesus,
with pen plocked from angelio wing and
dipped in the red ink of Golgotha, write
there either that which is now my
earthly name or that which shall be my
heavenly name.' [ pause s second
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